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Beneath the foliage of an aviart, the prance of a bell-dragon around 
hitched my eyes to the scape. The streams of purified water along the 
marshes, the hovering flies over the mud, and the fog making its way to 
us had to be the brief characterization of Divas and its surroundings. Pre¬ 
vious regions had been easier to gauge, but this one fifth seemed mucky 
to harden our deed. 

A crimson falcon, squashed by the dragon jaws, had a last second 
to whine yet it did not. Professor Herja did not squint, nor did I. Indeed, 
as an intern in biology, I had not to deem predators as eerie beings. I was 
inured to this, to achieve this: the victory time of census of dragons in 
Biolands. And this bell-dragon, fetching on its scales, had to be on the 
reckoning of such creatures. Because this was no more than one in a 
plethora of attempts which failed to death for more than thousands of 
years. 

As the gondola was flowing, I pondered my readiness. Was I fit 
to the premier census, to this minefield, to go in to risk my life for the 
sake of research? The turtledoves splashing on the ponds might have said 
no, but I said yes. Because no creature on my past three years of aca¬ 
demia had thrilled me more than dragons; I was so prone to extract them 
from their woodwork, whatsoever. 

Behind the tree’s tapestry of gilded leaves, the bell-dragon was 
feasting on the such birds. Turtledoves branded on their own blood by 
means of keen canines longing for urgent attention, grizzled to death. 
Our aide seemed serene in appearance, but things changed with the arri¬ 
val of another vessel in the stream. Professor Herja’s lower lip bobbed, 
in harmony with the jerk of her left wrinkled hand. A humongous wed¬ 
ding-ring fitted on it. She squinted at the boat, and spotted a robust, bo¬ 
dacious hairy man in company of a petite woman with ebony skin and a 
myrtle flower set on her curls. She was pregnant of a baby. In the back 
of the man, the woman fixed a harpoon with chamois straps. Professor 
Herja drew a bergamot leaf from her wreath and chew it. Her breathe 
smelt mint-like. She was, as I could tell, nervous, but most of us were 
not. Nonetheless, she lent each of the interns a leaf of bee balm. Every¬ 
one but me masticated the leaf. 

Once she drew pollen from the anthers of a daisy, I understood it 
had been enough. She was afraid. 

“What is happening, professor Herja?” I asked. 

“That boat. We should not be here. I did not know they would be 
coming this way.” 

“Who are they?” 

“Our royalty. They are foraging for dragons, look at the armory 
they have. Brief Kavagna is a well-known erudite dragon tamer. They 
are going after the bell-dragon, and it will certainly kill them. King 


Brief’s mastery won’t satisfy the requirements for such specimen. You 
know the myths about bell-dragons and our rife list of kings who died by 
the same means. Their spangled scales are venomous and heat to boiling- 
copper temperatures. It will strike the prow and let his boat droop, or lead 
them nuts for life. Further, this expedition has not been authorized. We 
have to leave, as soon as we can. Or we all will be convicted of our king’s 
death.” 

“We don’t have any allowance to be here?” 

“No.” Answered Professor Herja, crankily. “Not from our king. 
Take this, help me row, Tom, now.” 

I shook my head at the row thrust and dropped the rod, in denial. 
The interns rowed in tandem opposite to King Brief vessel. Professor 
Herja biceps ballooned round in a lurid display of veins as she steered 
the slating pose of the gondola. “Stronger!” she hurled. I was boggled. 

“Don’t move farther!” I said. 

“The floor is getting awash! What are you doing?” 

“Stop now. I want to behold our king’s wits!” 

The boat flowed faster at Professor Herja commands. I turned 
around, beaten, to spy what King Brief had planned to tame such beast. 
The imagery had galvanized me. Any newfangled wisdom was more 
powerful than any rubble Professor Herja could give. Heated, finally, I 
turned around to command once more the halt of the movement. Profes¬ 
sor Herja burst in spleen. 

“This will be my favorite cleanup, Sir Iron.” 

She thrusted me out of the boat. “Dickhead!” I cried. 

The boat seemed faster from the new angle, but any longer I could 
not see. All I spotted was a bunch of startled pupils with a wicked pro¬ 
fessor. The stream was icing, and the branching creeks, brimmed with 
aviartees bulbs, were already adulterated with bell-dragon sweat. Mem¬ 
ories of childhood flung. The soup kitchens of Seawill, the nicks on my 
mother’s ears, the favorite daffodil flowers of my father, or the bundle 
of paperwhites that was always eaten by the neighbor lamb, the snail 
mail I used to jot down mandatorily. I bleated my death. At least to be 
taken to the bog, or to gather enough forces to swim the way out of grief. 
I prayed Mega a dead-end stream but an estuary, for choking to extinc¬ 
tion was the least of my cravings. If this initiated as a watershed in his¬ 
tory, it was to be a lie. Momentous currents on my body told me a dif¬ 
ferent story. I had audition still. I heard a man with a masculine voice. A 
chuckling woman illustrating a charming face. I was being illuminated 
with the mastery of King Brief. I did not care about my finale; I was all 
ears to his explanations. Thus I would employ this insight in my post¬ 
mortem ages (if there ever were). 

King Brief voice pictured bravery. A crapshoot-taker. A human 
with a casket exclusive to store discomfiture eternally. A male with the 
incision of a king, representative of its realm. In those tickling minutes. 



I learnt immeasurably about the bell-dragons. I listened to the chirrup of 
the weapons, and the shoot of the harpoon. I had my eyes shut. King 
Brief was teaching his bride how to tame that very mythical dragon with 
a hands-on boldness. I did not attune to my faintness: it just happened. 

A basil odor came to my senses, and, even though I willed to avert, 
I could not. I did remember the basil, and the chuckles of this girl, and 
the instructions of my king. The courtship on a place somewhere remote 
to me, and the orgasmic laugher of a childish-tuned woman and the 
aroma of ecotourism as if it were perfume material. A hand laxly ca¬ 
ressed my left cheek. An arrange of goose bumps woke me up. The face 
was that of an angel. It was my king, next to his bride, both wrapped in 
pinkish towels. 

“Did you tame the dragon?” I asked, startled. 

“Yes.” Said the bride. “His name is Avil.” 

King Brief found my apprehensive gaze amusing. He chuckled, 
as his bride gripped her towel to bring a pot of cultured, peppered coffee. 
I found out by such bitter scent. She poured a cup before I could refuse. 
“For Mega allowed your life,” she prayed. 

I clamped the handle. It was glossed with lacquer. I sipped. 

My king, with honeyed eyes on him, plus the scarlet lips of his 
breed, might be Palandresian. I construed his winks to be those of an 
angel, a southern angel. For first time in my eras, I deemed a lad attrac¬ 
tive. I am not to say a flurry of homosexual notions emerged on me, yet 
I felt charmed only by his touch. It was novelty. 

Another dislikeable sip. King Brief poked my forehead. 

Besides ambivalent on my rescue, I felt fulfilled to have a second 
opportunity. He had sweat on his face. Slippery salty drops that, by def¬ 
erential means, landed on my chest. I recognized candor where it was. 
My conflicted heart paced dearly; I clutched his wrist. 

“Son.” He said, his hand still pointing at me. “I have to broach 
your identity, so that I guide you home. I shall not dispose of you by the 
time you do not remember your provenance. This woman right here is to 
marry me soon. Sheil is pregnant of my heir. We plan on a public bazaar 
to implement education for the children of deceased parents. I have two 
things to tell you.” 

I nodded, distracted on the bread meagers hung on his beard. 

“Our major bounty has been planted around Palandres, and we are 
coming back to our palace, The Needle, in a few dawns. It will be grand. 
No mediation is necessary to visit the palace as long as you do not make 
off with it: just come in. It is a home for the paupers. You were almost 
dead when Sheil told me about you, your skin bluish, as heavens. I am 
afraid I ought to tell you there is a gash in the rear of your skull that 
outdid every mastery I had in medicine. I sunk in the waters. I saved your 
life, as my form cites. Mega has given the stewardship for my kingdom, 
and that’s my word. The streams were detrimental for you, and we did 



not realize there were poisonous rafts of dragon’s feces. You look de¬ 
spoiled of supplies, and that is not earthly for your guts.” He snorted, a 
strained breath. Hauled my hand and offered me an ocher-cushioned 
seat. He sat on the very same chair, just in front, with a round aviart table 
for our heels. “I hope you mean to accept my feast. Sheil has liver on the 
flames.” 

I blushed. His invitation was more of an imposition. I had candi¬ 
dacy for his aid, which meant I was orphan in appearance. Was my im¬ 
pression that of spare resources? It was preposterous to prejudge as easily 
as that, especially for an unreceptive being. Why did novelty use to spit 
pageant of verbosities that often? It stirred reluctancy, worse, reserva¬ 
tion. 

“Where are your parents, son?” He asked, once and for all. 

“Home.” I replied, to put it mildly. 

“To wit? Elaborate. Do not be unseemly to me.” 

“My parents are on the north. My father reaped a dwelling ashore, 
across Melkin, where he lives with my mother. Processions heading 
there are queer to see, yet secluded of pupils like me. It’s no vantage. I 
do not rather return in the upcoming blizzard and trapes to my burial. I 
shall come back to complete my education on biology, outperform my 
professors, and scrawl outweighing scriptures for the sake of research.” 

“You want to be a biologist.” He said, as the roast scent of liver 
went pervasive in the room. “Are you on your road to it?” 

I nodded. He dispatched a baffled sight I could not bear right 
away. “Sheil, come here.” 

She scuttled her way to King Brief, sidestepping blood I had shed, 
utterly caked. Her palms were briny and smeared with soot. He kissed 
her phalanx. I gave a solemn peek. 

“He is not a child; he is a grownup. His quirk is mature, and his 
resolution to return to the institute generates dismay on me,” he said. 
“We were mistaken: his parents are farther than what we thought. I will 
not let him leave by his own. He is ill, and the path will be irksome. The 
blizzards are due some dawns. Panting could kill him. I do not want that.” 

Yet King Brief seemed to be a reverberating nuisance, I seques¬ 
tered the shallow aspect of his preoccupation and left the actual fetish 
that he had in his soul. He indeed was the cornerstone I needed to go 
back to the institute. I did not have Biolands’ geography in my mind, and 
my faculties required frequent usage to be freewheeling. As he followed 
in his cherishing attention for me and why I should not be ushered in the 
outsides, I contended my lack of spatial knowledge. I had no poignant 
fault for my far-fetched parents with stark verdicts. For I was, revamped 
by the austere scriptures I had read, created to give forth brainchild to 
the new generations. And the tact of King Brief, along with his fathering 
eyes, tender in nature, filled me with virtuous hope. 



A honeybee startled Sheil, and I guzzled out my coffee in her dis¬ 
traction. She turned to me. I thanked her with the empty cup. 

My king asked my name, and I uttered it. Fully yet queasy. He 
inquired whether I was from the royalty, and I denied it. The stark stripes 
of the grill bars into the liver offset my uneasiness. King Brief asked me 
to wait in a seat. He helped Sheil with the liver cuts. Only the sight of 
liver provoked a sense of slumber, and my soothing eyes could capture 
no more than a sympathetic king sneering at the dragon Professor Herja 
was so spooked of. 

It was not time to evince Professor Herja to my king, yet. So far, 
the welter of bullet points that made me abhor her were smaller than my 
principles. Though I did not foresee any win-win conclusion between she 
and me, the brawl on top of the gondola we had, I had considered con¬ 
fessing King Brief why I was on the streams. However, there was not 
any foothold in taking her to justice, at least not in my plans. No wrong¬ 
doing was egregious enough to grudge pardon. And the imagery of Pro¬ 
fessor Herja’s punishment seemed quite tumultuous and painstaking. 
She would be commanded to pull out, or to be everlastingly in check. I 
rather keep those memories in a hutch, inwardly, aloof. 

In the table, King Brief stamped a cast-iron plate with an intact 
liver, and a cramp in my cheeks started. My lids burst open, for I was 
barely sleeping. “This is for Avil, son. Sheil prepared this exclusively for 
him. Have you ever watched a dragon eating liver?” 

I shook my head, startled by the flagrant drop of the plate. 

“You should. They go crazy for it.” 

And thus was how trifling occurrences of dragons made me con¬ 
cerned. My stomach rumbled, a slight poignant about my hunger, yet I 
was frenzied to see Avil swallowing the liver (which was enormous) in 
less than a second. It seemed sublunary, as if a fulfilled expression had 
appeared on his face. “Dragons are just like humans in some manners. 
They like cooked food the same, but go excited for flavoring herbs. I 
learnt that thorough my life, son.” 

Each way he said son, was a caress towards my soul. 

Sheil served the liver in gilded plates, and cups of peppered coffee 
for each of us. “I know you like this one coffee.” She said, chuckling. I 
rolled my eyes in disgust. I had never seen a culture where people pep¬ 
pered their coffees. I had heard about honey, sugar, cane, merely salt, but 
never pepper. 

“The plates are golden because you are here.” Whispered King 
Brief to me. “We do not eat on gilded plates; we are not that cocky. She 
says it is a good presentation to showcase warmth to guests. It makes 
them feel good, as if it was the most staggering luncheon they would ever 
have. It severs stillness, too. People burst in conversation whenever they 
see their food in gilded plates.” 

“Let us pray on the gift Mega has given today. Shall we?” 



Sheil bowed her head as my king did. I did not. King Brief gave 
me an admonition. My blood heat due to my abysmal manners, for 
shame, and I asked pardon for both with apologetic regret. “We are pray¬ 
ing for you, son. Mega apparition has beavered today, for you overcame 
this trial. Let us cherish the good, for the ample respect he had for you. 
You shall not dispute the realm we have now. It is all due to him.” I 
bowed my head, and I stuck to the next words for the rest of my life. “Do 
it for correctitude, son.” 

So onerous King Brief commenced the prayer. I partook on it, but 
I could no follow his strenuous devotion. It was, in fact, a code different 
from my origins. And if that was commonplace knowledge for the faith¬ 
fulness of Mega, I was in the most ignominious stance. I was prompt to 
adhere to King Brief instructions, though I barely had an inkling of so. 
The prayer was seamless, likely a genuine homage, but it was icky to me, 
for I was not familiar with the language, namely, immured in my own 
ignorance. My sight skimmed along their faces. Eyes shut but clicking 
lips: ay a, gah eyghta mah. I heard. I danced my tongue to emulate the 
sounds, mute, and found it to be a jam of meat clogging my throat. In¬ 
contestable, fictitious parity. 

The prayer steamed as a surly song. I begged so that was the final 
stride of it. Their stroke was unbearable, as well as the intermittent men¬ 
tion of ay a. My squalid fingers scrambled to the cup of coffee to lift it in 
a sweep. I whorled the liquid, so that zipping whirls revolved inside. I 
yawned with a wheezing breathe at the somnolent proclaim, and dropped 
the cup on its tiny plate. King Brief stopped, and yanked my cup. “You 
are not praying.” 

My head wriggled, and a wobble of coffee spoiled the table. 

“You should be praying.” His anger trickled in his voice. 

“I cannot trek in your code. I cannot grasp what you said.” 

Sheil stopped amid the prayer and addressed him plain. 

“I told you he would not go along with us. Enasle has prevailed in 
the close yesteryears. Mega prayers from the Old Hurrii have become 
rakish in these educated realms. We are only the last of the remnants. 
Tom is not a ruin at all. You are the king. You should be aware of this 
evolution.” 

“You may pray for Mega, son.” He said. “In whatever code.” 



